THE  TRAIN
she have in that box with the gilt roses? Thread?
Needles? Ribbons? There was her grey shawl thrown
over the back of a chair, and there, on the hanger, the
pink blouse that she wore on holidays. ... Dear objects,
as tender and significant as she herself. ...
He heard her steps and opened the book hurriedly. It
was an illustrated paper of 1913. There was a picture of
an iceberg floating at sea and a small ship^. "The loss of
the Titanic" read Danilov. Fa'ina came in with a tea
pot.
"So you've got there already? Do you know how the
Titanic perished?" She told him about it, gave him tea,
cried again about Granny, ...
He sat there as though bewitched, looking with all his
eyes, listening with all his ears to her talk, and left only
when she told him straight out that it was time to go.
It was already night. When he emerged into the street
there was not a light to be seen, and the only sound
breaking the deep silence was the dripping of water
somewhere. He looked round: there was still light in her
window.
What did she do when she was alone? He went to the
window and peeped cautiously in. She was sitting at the
table, her cheeks supported on her hands, lost in thought
What was she thinking about? ... She rose, reached out
to the window, the white curtain fell to, the light faded—
Faina had put out the lamp....
Danilov went home. He would have liked to walk for
a long, long time through the empty streets, thinking
about her,
After that he began coming every evening.
She did not stand on ceremony with him, she would
push some book into his hands, while she busied herself
with jher own ^affairs, correcting exercise books, reading,
darning stockings, or sometimes going away somewhere,
while he sat there like a sentry.
If anybody had asked him just why he sat there, he
would have said:
"Because I enjoy it"
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